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Monnasett! She had seen dead people before.
There was the boy in Bassenthwaite village
who had been beaten by his master and had
suddenly (most ungratefully) died; she had been
walking with Will and they had come on him
lying against the Cross on the Common, There
had been the beggar who came to their door one
summer night to ask for food, and he had fallen
dead while walking away up the hill. She was no
stranger to death, and thought, in a general way,
little of it. But Mrs. Monnasett was different.
Judith had known her all her life. She had been
nurse and tyrant and friend to all the children.
She had been, there for years, ever since Francis
and Deborah were born, and what a strange woman
she had been, with the hairy mole on her cheek, the
strange stories that she used to tell, the songs that
she used to sing, the ghosts she had seen and the
witches she had known, and, more than all, the
little gold box that she carried with the charm of a
snake's skin and the queer-smelling foreign root;
would she have that little box with her yet, even
though she were dead?

Judith had thought that the charm would pre-
vent her from ever dying. She would live for ever.
But no, she had not. She was dead now and the
worms would eat hen Had she the little box yet
with her? Judith considered. She and Will had
been forbidden to go near the room, but that for-
bidding only made the matter more charming.
She would have a whipping, but she had had many,
and when David Herries whipped her she had
only to sob in a certain strangling way and he was